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TO. 
THE RIGGT 
HONOVRABLE, 


my fingular good Lord and 


Maſter, EDWARD,Earle of Dorſet, 


Lord Chamberlaineto the Queene, 
Conncellour of Eftate to his Maj«ſty, 
and Knight of the moſt noble 
order of the Garter. 


-Y O give your Lordſhip a teſti- 
mony of my readinefleto obey 
AT; you, I no ſooner was com- 
#2 manded by you to tranſlate 
>» | this Poem than I wentabour 
A it. And certainly your com- 

| mands gave life ro the worke, 
»hich elſe deſpaire of performance, or the con- 
deration ro whom it wuft be preſented, would 
ave ſtifled in its firft birth, For how could T 
ope any thing from mine owne ſuthciencie, | 
cing litdeexerciſed in the French topgue, and 
Y Bs. ij A 2 findins 
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finding ſuch a contumacy in their phraſe to 
- our manner of ſpeaking ; or how ſhould I nor 
feare ſuch a Judge as your Lordſhip, who are 
not onleya perfect underſtander , bur an ex.1& 
ſpeaker of both Jangnages. So that what. w;, 

* with mach labour compaſle, is your daily exer- 
ciſe, For-if that which Auguſtus attributed ro 
_Vinicius, thathe had 'Solus ingenizem in numerato, 
can- ſhit with any man, ic does with your 
Lord{hip, - whoſe wit we have ſo often ſeene 
rcady told out, and-fic for any emanation : and 
with. which ' you have juſtly purchaſed every 
mans wonder and aſtoniſhment. Ir was there- 
foreaptly and truly ſaid by a noble man of your 
owne ranke and order, thar when yon ſpoke in 
 anybufinefſ-you impoſed oblivion on what was 
 faid before you, and filence on any man that 
- ſhould ſpeake afcer you. It behooves me ther 

(lince I muſt feare your judgement) to flie rc 
that ſweetneſſe of yourdiſpolition (the tempe! | 
of your vertues) with which you ule to receive 
the offers that come froma grateftill heart. -LIn 
lefle T ſhould preſume to thinke that your Lord: 
ſhip cannot wichour delight ſurvey the perſo! 
of D. Rederigo in this play, with whom you 
life has held ſome proportion, forlike him yo! 
have ever preferr'd your honour to your affe 
fions, and your King and Countrey to an 
thing belides : which you did not ſo much, b: 
b cau 
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cauſe the place you are inrequires it, bnt out of 
an in-bred affettion delivered to you from your 
Anceſtors, who with their happy counfailes 
have no lefſe confirm'd this kingdome than 
D. Diego is here faid by his armes to have ſup- 
ported Caſtik. In fine, my Lord, I hope you 
will looke with more content npon this Peece, 
when you ſhall reade chere ſome places of my 
Lords your ſonnes tranſlation, from whoſe at- 
rendance, if Thave-borrowed this time, T'muſt 
account ir upon your Lordſhips ſervice, from 
whom I have received all I have, which is the 
glory to be elteemed, bn 


My Lor d, 


Tour honours moſt faithful = 
| ſt obeatent ſervanty 


Rurreh. 
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hMMLSbdbananhashes 
To the Reader. 


VR #27 leafe take up which _ 
Vo world pently adviſe you to 
Va /Hfpo:d your cenſure of 
thy tranſlation , till you 
be Skilled in both the languages ; for 
from the ignorant in either I may ſuf< 
fer. Some places in the Originall T bave 
ranged, but not many : two Scenes I 
have lefi ont, as being ſolloquies and little 
pertinent to the buſineſſe : ſome things T 
have added, but ſcarce diſcernable + where 
he would give me leave, I have followed 
Cloſe both the ſenſe & words of the Author, 
bat many things are received reit in one 
rongite which arenot in another, The Play 
zt ſelfe, being a true hiſtory, though like 2 
Romance ( ſince thus ageconſiſts of ſuch 
Pliy-ſeers ) I would wiiling!y propoſe to be 
zmi'a'ed of our undertakers in the like 
kinde, T meane for the conveyance,and ( at 
T may call it ) the Oeconomy ef it ;for what 
concernes the wit and naturall expreſſions 
#1 1t ; T know T peak to d:afe prople,whoſe 
4 eares 


eares bavebeens furr d with' ſo many Hy- 

perboles,which # the wit in faſhion, though 
" $en,Rher, the ſame in *Seneca's dajes , were dc= 
_ eounted madneſſe, But if they knew how 
" diſſenting with a right eare any affeted 
ſpeech 35, they wowld rather trefpaſſe the 
ether way, and not ftraine nature 
what we finde 3 commonly is, But this 
2 20 fit Porch for the ___ of love, Ihe 
ſort it up, and open you the pleaſant ways 
into which you bad rather guter, - | 


CESCSTLTSTOLESTSEOTRTLT® 
The names of the Aors, . 


D. Fexxnanrdo, thefirſt King of C:ſtihe, 
D. URRaca. the Infanta of Caſtle. 


D, Di1eco ]. the father of RoDdER1GO0. 
| -Crhe Count of Gormas 
D, Gomes | C » io- 
. ther to CIMENA, 
D. Roperico ' theloverof CiMmena, 
D. Sancno . in love with CIMEN A. 


D. AR1as £ JCourtiers, ; 


D. ALonso Fe 

D.R on. and D. Sax. 
CIMENA s Miſtreſſe, 
LroxoORA © Governeſſe tothe Infant, 
ELviRa ſervant to CIMENA, 


A Page. Attendants» _ 


TheScene. 
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ACT I. - SCENET 


[mm oore_a_____ 


CounTt: ELvI1RA, 


ELVIRA. 
D Oagſht all the youthfull lovers which 
adore (my aid, 


Your daughters beauty, and iniplore 

+ Don Roderigs and Don Sanrbo ſtrive 
Who ſhall thew moſt the fire her beau 

ties rais'd, 

Bur yer Cimena 15 inditfercnt 

To both their loves, and with an equalleye - 

Bcholds them both, nor does ſhe take away 

Or adde ought to their hopes, bur ſtill ex pets | 

A husband from your choice alone defign'd, 

COuNT. 

She do:t her duty, both of them deſerve her, 

Boch ſprung trom brave and noble families, 

Both young, yer ſuch as in their faces ſhew 

TI illuſtrious verwe of their Anceſtors, 

Bur above a!l, in Roderigo's face 

There's not a line which tpeaks not a brave man 3 | 


His fawi!y has been fruirtull Rill in ſouldicrs, © 


Az. 
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As if -chey had beene borne ith* midſt of lawrels, 
His fathers valaur, in his rime,unequall'd, 
(WhiPf his ſtrength laſted) was a prodigie, 
"The furrowes in his fore-head ſeeme to be 

Th' ingravements of his noble a&ions, 

And Koderigo's perſon ſecmes to promiſe 

The vertues of his father. In concluſion, 

My daughter if ſhe love him ſhall pleaſe me 
Goe entertaine her with it, but be ſure 

Yeu hide ni? intentions, and diſcover hers, 
Army returne wee'le ſpeake of it together, 
Time cals me now to wait upon the Councell, 
Where the King meanes to chuſe a Governour - 
Unto the Prince his ſonne, or rather ſear me 

In that highplace of honour, for my merirs 


Forbid me to expeQ an oppoſition. 
3$4$$$$$$$$053$+$33550+350 +40 
SCENE -11, 


ELviRaAa CIMENA. 


ELVIRA. 


[F* T Ow welcome newes will this be to our lovers * - 

'Y Þ How fortune has provided, that all things 

Should ſoftto their contentment > ' 

CIMENA. 

How now Elvira? 4 

Whar in concluſion muſt I hope or feare ? | 

Whar muſt become of me ? what ſayes my father 2 . 
5-7 

Qnely rwowords, enough tocharme your ſenſes, 

You cannox love Roderige, more than he | 


. Dos 


oF 1 ragicomeay, 


Docs yalue him, 
CIMENA, 
Prithee ſpeake rruth Elvira, 
THh' exceſle of this my happineſfle does ftageer 
My faithin it ; may I beleeve thy words » 
ELVIRA. 
Nay he wear farther, he approves his love, 
And will command you mcet with his defires, 
This you will fnde *ſoone as the Councel riſes, 
And that Don Diegomecting time, and place 
Fir for his purpoſe, ſhall propoſe the buſineſle , 
Feare nor but your deſires will be contented. 
CIMENA. 
I cannot tell, bur yet me thinks my ſoule 
Does not receive this joy ; bur all confounded 
- Expe&s what moment will preſent to me 
A divers face from this my happinefle, 
And crofle my preſent fortune. 


ELVIRA. 

You will finde 

This feare of yours moſt happily deceiy'd. 
CIMENA, 


Well, ler us goc then,and attend the ifſue. 


INFAanTAa LEONORA, Pacer, 


INFANTA, 
#7. Oe boy, looke ourCimena, and from me 
Tell her, her prefence was expected ſooner, 


My triendſhip myſt cowplaine of this her floth. 
| =" LEONORA, 


MPa. ul diode eceooade oo 


1 VE Via, 


| LEONORA. 
T perceive, Madame, that alldayes alike 
You *re ſad and penhve, and the ſame deſire 
' To know how her love goes, ſtill preſics you. 
INFANTA. 
How ſhould it not ? when I my ſelfe have made her . 
Receive the hurt wherewith her foule is wounded, 
She loves Don Kodcrigo by my meanes, 
And by my mcanes he has vanquiſhe her diſdaine, 
Then fince ro take *um I have laid thz ſnare, . 
To frec *um unto me belongs the care. 
LEONORA. 
And yer i'th midſt of all their good ſucceſle 
One may perceive in you a kinde of ſorrow ; 

' hy ſhould that love which lifts them up with joy 
Weigh your great heart downe with a heavie ſadnefie, 
And | intereſt which you have in their love, 

Make you unhappy, when themſelves arc bleſt 2 
But I';ze roo forward, and grew indifcreet. 
INFANTA. 
To ſtifle it increaſes more my griefe ! 
Leorora, thou thalt know.it, and now heare 
har a ſtrange conflict I have had within me, 
And when th* haſt heard it, pirrying my weaknefle, 
Admire my vertue, love is ſuch a Tyrant 
As will ſpare none, this Gentleman, this lover 
"Which I've beſtow'd on her, I love my ſelte, 
LEONORA. 
You Madame ? | | 
INFANTA. 

Lay thy hand upon my heart 

And fecle now how it pants at th* hearing of 

T he name of its owne Conquerour, 

LEONORA, 
Pardon me, Madam, . P 
If blaming of your love, I doe forger. | 

. : My 
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My due reſpec ; is he a match for you, 
A private Gentleman ? can you a Princeſle 
In a point of ſuch conſequence forget 1 
Whoſe child you are?what wall the King ſay,think you? 
Doe you remember, Madam, whole you are ? 
INFANTA. 

Yes, yes, Leonora, and will rather die. 
Than doe a thing unworthy of my birth : 
Though lT could tell thee that in noble foules. . 
Merit alone ought to produce true loye, 
And if my paſhog would flieto excuſes, 
Many examples might authorize it, 
Yer Ile not follow that in which my honour - 
Muſt be ingag'd. 1 1 have much of love, 
I have much more of courage, and me thinks . 
A noble true diſdaine tels me that I, 
The daughter of a King, ſhould deeme all others 
Below my love, unlefle it were a Manarch : _ 
But when I ſee my heart is notof force 
To make its o:yne defence, I gtve away 

That which I dare nat take : *ftead of my ſelfe 
_ IpurCimnafaſt into his ferters, 
. And kindle their fire to put out mine owne., | 
Be not amaz'd then, if with diſtraction, 
1 ſtill expe@ their marriage ; you lee | 
All my repoſe.anely depends ont, 
If love doc live on hope, it dies With it ; 
"Tis a fire, that nor nourith'd will goe our, _ 
And ſpight of my il] fortune, if «imena 
Marry Don koverigo, my long hypes 
Dying, my minde will be atcaſc ; till then - 
I'me ſtill in torment ; till his day of marriage 
Rodtrigo is my love, whomthoug! I labour 
To loſe, I cannot chvife but grieve tO lole h'm 3 
i find2 my ſoulec divided in two parts, 
My heart with honour fir'd as well as love 3 


ho] 
Atus- 
- | vey 
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"This Hymen's fatall, I both wiſh, and fearc it, 
Nor can I hope for any perte joy, 

Since whether he obtaine his love, or no, 

So many baits my love and honour have, 

In ftead of comfogtT muſt finde a grave. 


| _ LEONORA. 
After this, Madam, I have nought to ſay, 
Unleſle it be to grieve for your misfortunes, ; io 
Before I'blam'? you, now I pitty you: _ $- 


Bur fince your vertuc has made good it ſelfesy * 
So ſtrongly *gainſt the powerfull charmes and force 
Of. love and honour,and beat backe th'aflaulr 
Of this, -and bait of thar, in a ſhort time 
' *Twill give you caſe of all, in the meane while | 
Caſt your frm hope on heaven,which has more Juſtice 
Than to ler virtue be a ſufferer long. 
, INVFANTA. - /, 
My beſt of hopes is to caſt off all hope. 
PAGE. 

Madam, Cimen's come, as you commanded, '. 

3 INFANTA © ﬆﬀ 
- Goe, entertaine her in the Gallery. 15 

LEONORA.. | 

'Burwill you ſtill remaine in'theſe ſad fancies ? - 
os. ET... -- INFANT... 
.No, Lwill?ſpight of all my gricfe, puton = 
A face of gladnelle, Goe, Vle follow yow . 
Juſt heaven, : from whence I doe expe& my aid,”, 
Pur now at length ſome period to my evils; - 
Aſlure mine honour with ſome eaſe of love, . 
I ſecke my happineſle in anothers blifle, 
To which give ſped good heaven, or more trengthy 
To my yet feeble ſoule, which n'ere can-be 
(Till Hymen have. bound them) - Tiberty. 
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SCENE IV. 


-CounT de Gormas., D.Dizco. 
'- CouNnT, 
El1I fir, you have gor the day, the Kings high 
favour . 
Has lifted you to that which was my due, 
H'* has made you governour to'the Prince of Caſtile, 
D. DIEGO, 
This honour which he has done my family, 
Shewes hezsjuſt, and knowes well how to pay 
With recompence, paſt ſervices. 
CouNT, 


Though Kings 
Be greats they are like us, and as much ſubje& 
To bedecerv'd, as we, and this his choice 
Makes us (Which are his ſervants) ſce,how ill 
He recompences preſent ſervices. 

At EA D. DIEGO. E 

Pray let's'no more of this : perhaps t' advance. 
My buſineſle, favour did as much as merit : 
*And happily you had beene the berter choice, 

Bur yet the King thought me more fit for him : 
You may to th' honour which the King has done me 
Add: one more if you pleaſe, in joyning both 
Our families by facred marriage. | 
Roderigs loves your daughter, whom h* has made 
The cksefeſt objett of *s affe ions, 
Give your conſent, and takethim for your ſonne, 

COuNT, 

O Sir, Roderige muſt looke higher now, x he 


> 
The ſplendor ef this honour newly done you 
Oughr to punt greater thoughts into his heart. | 
Looke to your office well ; governe the Prince, 
Shew him the way how he may rule a Province, * 
Make people every where obey his law, 
Teach him to love the good, to awe the bad, 
Adde to theſe vertues, thole of a Generall, 
Inftru& him how to harden his ſofr body 
With paine and travell, till he leave himſelfe 
Withour a Rivall in the arr of Warre, | 
To fit continued dayes and nights on horſe-backe, 
To take his reſt in's Armes: To force a Rampire, 
And not to owe a victoric but to himſclfe, 
Shew him this by example, and remember 
You ought to repreſent what you would teach, 
| D..DI860O. 
Toinſtru& him by example, this le ſay 
"In ſpighr of envie, let him read my life, 
And by that ſtory learne to tame fierce Nations, 
To ſcr on any place, torange an Army, 
Andlay his ground of honour on his ations, \ 
EY COuNT. 

Living examples move more forcibly 
Than books, in which a Prince ſcarce learnes his duty : 
Bur whar I pray has all your long yeares done 
Thar one day of my ations has not equall'd ? 
It you were valiant once, I ſtill am ſo, | 
This arm's the firme ſupporter of Caſtile, 

/ My ſword once drawne has made Granado-trenmble, 

' Arragon quake ; withour me other lawes 
' You muſt have had, and other Princes ſery'd : 
 Eachday, each inſtant, to my erernall glory, 
Has pil'd up viQory on viRory. 
T he Princeto ſet an edge upon his valour, 
M arching by me ſhall be victorious, 
Farre from your cold inſtructions, he ſhall learne 

(Though 
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EThoughto my valour they're prefer'd by ſome) 

' Inſceing my ations, how to overcome, | 
D.DIEGO. 

In vaine you tell me that 1 know already, 

I've ſecne you fight, and under me command. 

When age hath (hrunke my ſinewes up with cold, 

Your youth and valour have ſupplfd my place. 

But not to make ſo many words of nothing, 

You are whar I was once, and yet the King 

*Twixt our deſfercs has puta difference, 


COuNT, 
That which was my deſert,you have obtain'd, 
D. DIEGO. 
He that has gor ir, ſure has beſt deſerv'dit, 
COuNT. | 
He thatcan beſt diſcharge it, beſt deſervesit. 
D. DIEGO. 
*T is no good figne though to be pur beſide it. 
COuNT, 
Like an old Courtier, by much ſuir you gotit, 
| D. DIEGO. 
My honourable a&ions ſtood for me. 
COuNT, 
Come, come, the King thus honour'd your gray hairs 
© D.D1E6Go. 
He priz'd my valour, when he gave it me, 
TAY COuNT,. 
If ſo, the honour had beene mine, Not yours, 
| D. DIEGO. 
| He that could not obtain'r, did not deſerve it, | 
COuNT, 
Not I'deſerve it, meane you > - 
: D. DIEGO, 
No, not you, 
COuNT. 


Take thar, raſh Dorard, for thy impudence. 
D.DIECO, 


a7 
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D. DIEGO. 
Nay Make it up, and after this affront. 
Take my Lfe too, 

COuNT. 

What doſt thou hope co doe thou feeble foole, 
Thy ſword is mine, bur yer I ſcorneto rake it;: 
Goe now and bid the Prince read o're thy life, 
And lethim nor omit this part of it, + + 
In which hee'le finde the juſt revenge I tak 
Of this thine inſolence, a faire example. 


D. DIEGO. 
Will you then ſpare my life ? 
He COuNT. 
T'me ſatisfied; 
Mine eyes cry ſhame unto mine hands for this, 
D.DIEGO. 
Then you doe ſcorne to take ir. 
COuNT. | 
If I ſhould, TY 
' I did but cur the threed of three dayes lafting. 
| | D. DIEGO. 


Rape anddeſpaire ! muſt I needs live thus long, 
To ſee this,one day of my infamy __ 
Blatall the Trophies of my former yeares, 
. O fatall dignity ! which art rome © 
No other than a precipice, from.whence 
Mine honour headlong fals unto the earth, 
Let him that has diſarm'd me take the place 
Of Governour to the Prince, for I thatam 
A man diſhonour'd, am not fit for ir. 
And thou my ſword, that hang'ſt here for a ſhew, 
The glorious inſtrument of my a&ions paſt, 
* Burnow the idle ornament of my age, 
 Goetohis hands that can tell how to uſc thee, 

Be then my ſonnes, who, ifthe be my owne, 
Cannot but have a ſeriſe of my dithonour, 


An 


T7 he C [4 4 p 
And though ke love Eimena, yer 'tis fit 
His love gave place to'the'more ardent fire 
Of valour, animated by an'aftronr, | 
Which, though ir fell on me, did yerreſult 
On him : and ſee, he *s here, Redcrjpo'tell me, 
Haſt th' any courage? ns 


T5 EE) HED DH OE =D 
SCENE V. 
RoprriGco. Dirc 0s | 


RODERIGO, 


Ny man bur my father 
Should quickly finde I have. 
DIEGO, 
Well ſaid, my boy, | | 
X nowe perceive my bloud runnes in thy veines, 
This noble anger ayes thou art my ſonne ; 
My youth revives in me from this thy heat, 
T hou-fhalt revenge me ſonne. 
RODERIGO, 
- Of what, o: whom ? 
| DIEGO. 
Of an affront ſo crucll, that our honours 
Suffer rogether inir. *T was, Roderies, 
A box oth eare, which on thfinfolehr giver 
I had reveng'd, but that my-feeble-age | 
Fail'd my ſtzonghearr. This ſwordthen which my armg. 
K new not to weild, take thou, and with it puniſh 
The arrogantthatwrong'd me, and be fure 
Thow kill, ordie, for ſuch a ſtaine as this | 
Ts never waſhr, bur in the offenders bloud, 7 Bf 
Bur ler me tell thee, 1 doe ſend thee now ©. 


To 


SS 4 


YT he C74, 


To combat with a man whom TI have ſcene 
All on a goare, in midſt of a fought barrel], 
Making himlclfc a Rampire of flaine men. 
RODEFRIGO. 
Pray Sir his Name; let him be what he will, 
D. DIEGO. 
To rell thee more then ; beſides tharhe is 
. The traveſt ſeuldicr, and the beſt Commander 
That 1 have ſcene ; he is — 


RODERIGO, 
For heavens ſake what ? 
D.DIEGO, 
The father to Cimena. 
RODERIGO, 
The 2 


| D.DIEGO. 
Reply not, / | s 
I know thy love, bur yet remember fonne, 

He that can live contemn'd, doth nor deſerve - 

To breath an hourezthou know'ſ th affront was given 
To me, to thee I leave the juſt revenge ; 

The ſenſe of honour, and the fire that ſprings 

From thence, ſhould pur our the leflc heat of love 
Revenge me, and thy ſelfe, ſhew thy ſelfe worthy 

Of me thy father, now o're-borne with miſeries, 


Which whilſt I gocto moane, haſte thou to puniſh, 


$340$0054c000300404505044+ 
SCENE VI. 


RoDerErnAR1tGo alone, 


A Trooke to the very heart, witha blow as farall 
As un-forefeenc ; what ſhall doc ? I muſt 
AIDED Lo OS or ot > Revenge 
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Revenge my father, and provoke my miſtreſle, 
Eirhcr betray my honour, or my love, 

It were a better choice'for me to die 

Than to doe cither: 

If I revenge my father, T-muſt loſe 

My love ; if nor, I muſt live infamous; 

How can live, having loſt all I live for ?. 
Bur infamy purſues me after death, 

On then my ſoule, and rather chuſe rodie 
Lofing thy love, than live ingloriouſly, 

And ſtart not at the name of the oftender, 
Becauſc he is the father of thy miſtrefle, 

Bur rather thinke thine owne recciv*d the offence, 
And thou art bound to give the recompence, * 


BAIGASSSS8GSBROBORSOSAALAA 
ACT 11. SCENE 1. 


Don Akias. The Count of Gama, 


COuNT, 


&Q 


Q Somewhat too ready, bur now who can he! 
© Since it is done, it cannor be recall'd. (ir? 
yp TEEN 7 
aith, Let your courage ſtoope tothe Kings will, : 
Te takes the buſinefle _—_ wo heave, and < iS y 
50 highly incens'd, belecve it he&le-proceed : 
ad ith his full power, and then what defence 
_ -an you make for your ſclfe, when th? atfronr, 


PREY Muſt needs ſay, when I did give th* affront 
; E \ My bloud was over-heated, and my hand 


| And 


A {1 ragticomeay. 


And it's highquality ſhall be aggravated 

By te perſon of th'offended, and the place. 

7 heſe will require of you,my Lord, ſubmiſſions 

Reyond all ordinary ſatisfation. 
CounT. 

Then let him take my life, *ris in his power. 


\ D. ARIAS. 
Abate ſome of your heat, and heaggyyhat's reaſon, 
Will you nor ſecke to appeaſe a Prince that loves you 
He fayes, I'le ha' this done, will not you doe it ? 


COuNT. 

Sir, to preſerve my honour, I cannor thinke 
>Tivfach a crime, ſomewhat to diſobey, 
Bur were it greater, what I've'done for him, 
Would be more than enough ro.make my excuſe, 

| D. ARIAS. 
Suppoſe you've done all thar a man can thinke 
In the Kings ſervicc: is he bound to thanke you ? 
Can a Prince be beholding to a ſubje& ? 
You are too much o*re-weening, you muſt know, 
He thar beſt ſerves his King does but his duty, 
If you thinke otherwiſe, you are undone. 


| COUNT. 
I ſhall beleeve you when I finde i ſo. 
D. ARIAS. 
Yout can't bur feare the power of the King, 
COuNT. 


One day deſtroyes not ſuch a man as I am, 
Let him arme all his power to puniſh mc, 
The tate hall rather periſh, than 1 ſuffer. 
_ D. ARIAS. 

Doe you fo little feare the ſoveraigne power ? 

1 CouNT. 
What ? of that Scepter ? which if not for me 
Had cre now falng out of his hand ; my perſon 
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Is Sir, of ſo much conſequence to the King, 
That if my head fall, his crowne cannot ſtand. 

D. ARIAS. 
My Lord, give reaſon lcaveto ſerrle you, 
Thinke og't a little, 

COUNT. 

The thoughtr's already raken. 

D. ARIAS. | 
Whar ſhall I ſay then ? I muſt give him an account. 

| COUNT. | 

This: that I know not how to give conſent 
T o mine owne ſhame. 

D. ARIAS. 
Bur my Lord imagine, 
Kings will be abſolute. 

COUNT. . 
Let *um be ſo, | 
The Dice is caſt Sir, let's ralke no more en'r. 

D. ARIAS. 

Then muſt take my leave, ſince my perſwafions 
Can doe no good : though you be cover'd o're 
with lawrels, yet my Lord, take heed of thunder. 


COUNT. 
Ile wait it without feare. 
D. ARIAS, 
Itwill come home. 
COUNT. 


If it doe, D: Diego's ſatisfied. 

How little am I ſcar'd with theſe poore threats? 
My honour once engag'd, a thouſand deaths 
Preſented to me in the moſt hideous formes, 
Cannor once ſtarvle me, 
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SCENE 11, 


RODERIGO. COUNT de GORMAS, 


RODERIGO. 


Y Lord a word. 


COUNT. 
vpeake, '} 


RODERIGO. - | 
Reſolve me of a doubt, doc you know 
Don Diego well ? 


COUNT. | 
RODERIGO. 


I doe, 


And that he was 
The ſpirit and the glory of his time, 
Doe you know this ? 02 


COUNT. 
Perhaps he might be fo. 


 _RODERIGO. 
And that this ardor which mine eyes doe beare, - 
Doe you know it is his bloud irrepretents ? 


COUNT. 
Whar's that to me ? 


| RODERIGO. 
Scme diſtance from this place 


Fic make you know it, 
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;. COUNT. 
Preſumpruous boy ! 

RODERIGO, 

Be nor ſo hor, I know I'me young, but yet 

In noble ſoules, valour prevents their yeares; 


COUNT. 
Bur who has led thee to that vanity ? 
To ſet thee upon me, thou char did'ſt never 
Beare armes, perhaps thou know'ſt not who I am, 


RODERIGO. 

Yes : and I know a ſtourer man than I 

Would tremble at the hearing of thy name 
Thy head is cover'd o're with iwrels where 
Victory perches, and from thence reads ro me 
The fate of my deſtrution : I doe challenge 
Like a raſh youth, a man inur'd to conqueſt, 
Yet having heart enough, I ſhan't want ſtrengrh, 
Or if I ſhould, wearing my fathers cauſe ER 
Upon my ſword and arme, they cannot faile me. 


COUNT. 
T his courage which appeares in thy diſcourſe, 
I have beene long acquainted with, and hoping 
To ſee the honour of Caſtiein thee, = 
*Twas in my thoughts ro give my daughter to rhee; 
1 know thy love, and am amaz'd to ſee 
Ir's motions to give place unto thy honour, 
And meaning to finde our a perfe& man, 
And compleat Cavalier for my ſonne in law, 
I'me not miſtaken in the choice I've made. 
Bur here my pitry intervenes, and though 
I wonder at thy courage,yet I grieve 
To ſee thy raſhnefle : = not ſeeke thy death, 
Prethee excuſe my valour from a combat 
So farre unequal}, If thou fall*ſt by me, 


*Twill be no honourto me. Too'recome FE 1 
F * ; B 2 Where 


= x 
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| Where there's no danger, will be a triumph 
\/here there's no glory : for thou wilt be thoughr 

Tohave with Conn ruin'd, and my ſelfec 

Shall alone feele the griefe that I have done it. 


RODERIGO. 
Thihaſt ſeconded th* affront thou gav*ſt my father, 
With a pity worſe than thar, dar'ſt thou deprive me 
Ot my honour, and yet fear'ſt to take my life ? 


COUNT. 
Leave me good youth. 


RODERIGO, 
Let's goc, and talke no more on'r, 
COUNT. 
Art thou ſo weary of thy life ? 


RODERIGO. 
Art thou 


$0 afraid to dic ? 
COUNT. 
Come then, thou do'ſt no more 


Than is'thy duty, he *s a degenerate fonne = 
Thar will out-live one jot his fathers honour, 


CEDZZDCEDEIDEDEICD, 
SCENE 1I1I, 


INFANTA. CIMENA. 


INFANTA. 


E not fo griev'd, Cimerna, dry thine eyes, 
Uſe now thy conſtancic an this misfortune, | 
Thou | 
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Thou'lr ſce'tcleare tÞ after a little tempeſt 2- 
Thy happineſle is but clouded for a while, | 
And ſome ſinall time will make thee no great loſer; 

CIMENA. 

What can I hope now, bur continuall troubles, 
A ſtorme fo ſudden comming ore this calme 
Threatens a certaine ſhipwracke to our loves : 
'Tis paſt all doubt, I perith in the haven. 
I lov'd, was lov'd againe, our friends agreed, 
And I no ſooner had told you the newes, 
Bur in anill houre ſprungrheir farall quarrel], 
Which when I hears , 1 knew my hopes were ruin'd ! 
Curſed ambition, honour pirrileſle, - 
Linder whoſe tyranny the braveſt ſoules 
Doe ever ſufter : how many teares and ſighs 
Muſt I pay for you ? | | 


INFANTA. 
Thou haſt no reaſon | 
Tofeare their quarrell, which on a ſudden borne, 
Will as ſoone die : there's too much noiſe of ir 
TolJet it live. The King fhal) rake it up, 
And for thy ſake Ile ſee*r ſhall goe no farther. 
CIMENA, 
Ris buſineſle will admit no compoſition, 
TH affronts to honour never are repair'd, 
Wiſdome or power can prevalle little here ; 
This wound will not be feal'd, itmay be cover'd, 
And ſtifled hate nouriſhes ſecret fires 
Within the breſt, bur ſuch as burne more kercely. 
INFANTA. 
Bur tl holy knot which thall once joyne Cimene: 
To Rodcrigo, will diflolve the hatred 
Of both their fathers, and the bonds of love, 
As being more ſtrong, will quickly ſtop their dilcord. 
.CIMENA. 
rath er doe deſire, than hope ir, Madam, 
B 3 Don 


The Cid, - 


Don Diego is toohaughty, and I know 

My father wel], of what a ſpirit he is. 

I feele my teares runne, which I would retaine 2 
Whar's paft, rorments me, and I fcare the ſequell, 


INFANTA. 
Do'ſt thou feare what a weake old man can doe } 


CIMENA, 
Rodevrigo is not weake, 


: INFANTA, 

Buthe's too young. 5 
CIMENA; 

Valiant young men are ever very ſudden, 


INFANTA. + 
Bit that thou need'ſt not feare. He loves thice too well 
' Toanger or difpleaſe thee, one poore word 
Out of thy mouth, will quickly ſtay his heat, 
: CIMENA. | 
Tf he doe not obey,kow great's my griefe ? 
And if he doc, what will men ſay of him, 
Thar bcing a Gentleman, he could put up 
Such an atiront ? ſo that if he reſiſt, 
Orelle give way to his affeRion, 
I cannot bur be troubled, oraſham'd 
At his too much reſpe&, or juſt deniall. 
INFANTA. 
Crmena's generous, and though the be 
Ingag'd, ſhe cannot ſuffer a bale thought, 
Butif I make a priſoner of his lover 
 Unrill this buſineſle be tane up betwixt them, 
Will not your love turne into jealouſfic ? 
CIMENA. 
Ah, Madam, in this caſe I have no ſuch thoughr.. 
INFANTA. 
- Boy, looke out Rodrigo, bring him hither. hy 
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Boy. | 
He, and the Connt of Gorawas 


CIMENA, 
Good God, I tremble! 


INFANTA, 
Spcake. | 


BOY. 
Wenr out togcrher, 


INFANTA. . 


Alone ? 
BOY. 
Alone, and as it ſcem'd, rhey went to quarell, 
CIMENA. 
Ay me, my fear*s, they *re fighting by this time. 
INFANTA, 
Let's ſpend no more time then, but goc looke um out, 


ANTTALNSTHANASHLANS 
SCENE IV, 


KING. D. ARIAS. D. ALONSO, 
D. SANCHO. 


KING. 


S he ſo vaine, has he ſo lictle reaſon, | 
Thar he dares thinke his crime yet pardonable ? 
| D. ARIAS. 
I Lreated long with him on your behalte, 
I did (Sir) my devoir, bur obtain'd nothing. 
KING. 
Tuſt heaven ! can a ſubje& be ſo raſh 
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To have to little care to pleaſe his Maſter ? 
H*as ftrucken Don Diego, ſcorn'd his King, 
In my owne Conrr he meanes to give 19, Jl : 
Bc he ne*re ſo good a ſouldier or commander, 

Ile make him know whar *tis to diſobey. 

I would ha* treated him with all faire meanes, 
Bur fince he has abus'd my patience, | 

Gore ſome of you and looke him'our, and whether 
He doe refit, or not, make ſure of him. 


SS D. SANCHO. 
Perhaps ſome Jittle time will bring him in, 
He was taken boiling in his choller, Sir, 
And a ſtouthearrwill hardly yeeld to reafon, 
In the firſt motion of its rage and hear. 
Here's no man, that nor thinks he is to blame, 

But yer ſo high a ſpirit is not broughr 
At Ef ſo eafily ro confeſle his fault, 

KING. | 

Don Sancho, hold your peace, and let me tell you, 
He that ſhall rake his part is alike taulty. 


= D. SANCHO. 
] obey Sir, and am filent, but with favour 
A word in his defence. 
KING. 

What can you ſay ? | 

D. SANCHO. _ 
Sir, that a ſoule accuſtom'd to great actions, 
Cannot abaſc'it ſelfe to low ſubmiſſions. 
it knowes not how to doz it without ſhame, 
And that's the word which.croubles moſt the Ceunt, 
He finds ic ſomewhat hard to-doc his duty. 
Hewould obey if he had lefle of courage ; 
1f you'd command, that he being us'd to arms, 
Should with his ſword repaire this injury, 


le undertake he ſhalt make ſatisfaction, | Bang 
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KING. 
' You are too bold Sir, bur your agel pardon, 
Thinking it to proceed from heat of youth, 
A prudent King knowes bettcr how to husband 
His ſubje&s bloud, then ſo to venture *em. 
For mine, I mcane mycare ſhall ſtill conſerve *um. 
As the head cares for th*'memberSwhich doe ſerve it, © 
You ſpeake Sir, as a fouldier, but] muſt | 
Doe as a King, and whatſoere the Count 
Does fay or thinke, 1'me ſure he cannot loſe 
Oughr of his honour in obeying me : 
Th'attront he did to him whom I have made : 
Governour to my {onne, docs touch me neerly, 
And this his infolence hath quarrell'd me, 
And th' choice I made : So it he doe ſubmit, 
I am the man he ſatisfies. Bur no more, - 
Don Arias, by an advice of late receiv d, 
I heare the Moores meane ſhortly to ſuppriſe us, 
D. ARIAS. 

Dare the Moores ſtirre 2? 

KING.. 
Their veſſels arediſcover'd 
Arthe Rivers mouth, and you know how cally 
Ara full Sea they may come up. 

D. ARIAS. 
' The battazles | ( hearc 
They? ve Joſt already , ſhould make 'um lovle the 
To ſct on ſuch aConquerouras you, 
| KING. 
They cannot but with Jealouzy looke.on;-. 
Secing merule in Andalouzia, 
And this faire Country, which I toocke from them, 
Keepes thcir deſignes awake. It is the reaſon, 
Why here in Sevill T have plac'd my Throne, 
Thar heing ncere'um I may be more ready 
To meet with their attempts. 
B 5 D. ARIAS» 
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'D. ARIAS. 
Sir, they have learnt, 
Arthe great charge of their owne heads by this time, 
How much your preſence does aflure your conqueſt, 
Y' have nothing Sir, to feare, 
ER. KING. 
Nor to negle : | 
Too much aflurance ſtill drawes danger withit ; 
The enemy which we now thinke tro deſtroy, 
If he can rake his time, may annoy us, 
Bur yer ſince I'me not certaine of my newes, 
I would nor ſtirre upin my ſubje&s hw: 
Vaine panique terrors, or this preſent night 
Afﬀright the City with a falſe alarme : 
Ler «A haven be well guarded, and the wals, 
And for this nighr it ſhall ſuſſice. 
D. ALONSO enters againe. 
Sir, the Count 1s dead, 
Roderigo's hand has larisfied his father. 
KING. 
1] divin'd what would follow, when I firſt be 
Heard of th' affront, and would ha? then prevented 18 
D. ALONSO. 

Sir, here's Cimena, who preſents her gricfe 
Upon her knees, with teares demanding juſtice, 

| KING. 
Although my ſoule ſuffer with his misfortunes, 
Th affront he did, deſery'd the punithment, 
Which though it were moſt juſt, yer can't 1 loſc 
Withour regret, a ſervant of his merit, 
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SCENE V. 1 


KING. D. ARIAS. D. DIEGO. CIMENA, 
D. SANCHO. D. ALONSO, 


CIMENA, 


Uſtice, Sir, Juſtice, I aske ir on my knees, 
D. DIEGO, 2 
Q Sir give eare to my defence. 
CIMENA, 
Revenge my fathers death. 
D. DIEGO. 
Of him thar puniſhtthe higheſt inſolence, 
CIMENA. 
Rodterioo, Sir, 
D. DIEGO. 
Has done the office of an honeſt man. 
CIMENA, 
Has kill'd my father. 
D. DIEGO. 
Has reveng'd his owne. 
CIMENA. 
A' King owes juſtice to his ſubje&s bloud, 
D. DIEGO. , 
A juſt revenge can feare no puniſhment. 
KING. 
Riſe both of you, and ſpeake without diſturbance, 
I beare a part, Cimena, inthy ſafferings. 
Trouble her not, when ſhe has done, Fle heate you, 
CIMENA. 
My tathcr's ſlaine, Sr, and the le cygs bave ſcene 
| His 


{1necra, 


His bloud guth our in bubles ; that deare bloud 

Which,has ſooft prelerv'd your wals, ſo oft 

Been fr'd ro gaine you battailes, and which yer 

Reakes with juit anger, to have beene ſpilt for any 
Bur you the King, which war durſt never draw, 

 Rederigo in your Court has made to flow 

.1poa the earch,and for his firſt eflay, 

Has tane away the firme prop of your State, 
Breathlefle, and pale, I came unto the place, 

| And found him dead ! Dead ! pardon Sir, my pricfe, 

My voyce docs faile mee, let my teares ſpeake the reſts 

| KING. | 
Daughter, rake comfort, and be confident. 
Thou haſt a King will be a Father to thee. 
CIMENA. 

You'ave done my miſeries, Sir, too much honour, 

T hither I came amaz'd, and found him dead, 

He ſpoke nought.ro me, but.the more to move me, 
His ſpilt bloud wrote my duty on the duſt. 

Rather his worth reduc'd to that poore State, 


© Spakerto me through his wound and haſten'd me 


1 o this purſuirc, and to be heard rhe better, 

Of the moſt juſt of Kings, borrow'd my voyce.. 

, Suffer not Sir, ſuch rage to paſle unpunitſhr 

Before your eyes, and let not heady youth, 

Lave themſelves in the bloud of your beft Souldiers,. 
And brave their memories. It you permit it, 

Youle have, but few that will defire to ſerve you, 

In fine my Father's dead, I demaundjuſtice 

+ Rather for yours, thanmy awne intereſt, , iy 
You are ingag'd ?th' loſle of ſuch a man, 
Revenge it then, and require bloud for bloud.. 
Sacrifice D. Diego, and his familic - 
Tea-yourlſelte, ro the people, to Caſtile, 
What can be deare enoaghto ſarisfic 
For wy dead Father ? 
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KING. 
D. Diego anſwer. 
D. DIEGO. 

How happy is the man Sir ? 
Who parts no ſooner with his n_ than life, 
Since t9 the valiant, age is molt unhappy 
Accompanied with weaknefle ; I that have. 
Gotten ſuch glory. by my tormer actions, 
Whom victory has ever wayted on 
Sec my ſelf: now, for. having liv'd too lon 
Afﬀronted, and orecome. And thatwhich neither 
Contbar, nor fiege, nor ambuſhes could doe, 
Novall your enemies, nor mine to boot, 
The pride of one manin your Covrt has done | 
Almoſt before your face, and ſullicd 
The reverence, and honour of my age, | 
Advantag'd by his youth, and by my weaknefle, 
And o Sir, theſe my haires which have growne white 
Under my helmet, and my bloud, which has 
So oft for you been ſpent, ſhould ha detcended 
Unto the grave with curelefle infamy. 4 
Had I not got a Sonne to fave iny honour, LE: 
Who lending me his hand has flaine the Count, 
It ro ſhew courage, and a ſenſe of wrong, 
If ro reyonge a bloy och face delerve 
Severely tobe puniſht,ler ic fall 
Gn me that tempeſt, what ſocr'e it be;.. 
For the armes fault, we puniſh oft the kead, 
I am tne head, Sir, he is but the arme, 
And ifCimena doe complaine that he 
Has ſlaine her Father, I muſt anſwer her, 
Had I beene able, he had never done it. | 
Sacrifce then this head, which age will rake, 
The arme Sir; may hereafter doe you ſervice. 
And let Cimena's wrong, be fatished 
At my owne bloud's c&pence, and ] ſhall by 


A TC ca, 


So farre from thinking it an uniuſt cenſure, 
Thar dying with nunc honour, I ſhall dic 


Withou t regret. 
KING. 


Th affaire is of importance, 

And mcrirs to be heard ina full Counſel, 

Don Sancho, wait upon Cimena home, 

Don Diees's word thall be his ſurety. : 

Let his tonne be lookt our, Ile doe you juſtice. 
CIMENA, ; 

*Tisjuſt great Sir ro cut off murderers, | 

| | KING. | 

Daughter, rake truce a little with your griefes, 

CIMENA. 
To give them truce, is to increaſe them more, 


AAFFEUL EET 
ACT 1II. SCENE 1. 


D. RODERIGO. ELVIRA; 


ELVIRA. 
J £ Hat meane you Roderrgo ? whither would 
\\ you 2? | 
>NV/AVA ©. RODERIGO. 
23258 I would purſue the courſe of my ſad for- 
rune. | 
ELVIRA. | 


Bur this isa ſtrange boldnefle, to appeare 
Inthe ſame place which you have fill'd with mourning, 
Come you t affront the ghoſt of the dead Count ? 


Have not you ſlaine him 2 " © uh 
RODERIGO. 
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| RODERIGO. 
His lift was my diſgrace, 
Mine honour at my hands requir'd dis death, 
ELVIRA. | 
\ Bur in the houſe of death ro looke for refuge. 
Did ever homicide make that his Afilum? 
RODERIGO. 
Did never any murderer preſent 
Himſelfe unto his Judge ? ne*re wonder at me, 
I come to ſceke for thatI gave another, _ 
Thar's death ; my love Camera is my Judge. 
When I deſerv'd her hate, I deſery*d death, 
And for that cauſe I ſtand here to receive 
My ſentence from her mouth, death from her hand, 
ELVIRA. 
Flie rather from her ſight, and doe not meer 
With the firſt motions of her griete and anger, 
Why, would you more enflame her preſent paiſion ?. 
RODERIGO. 
No, that deare obje& which 1 durſt diſpleaſfe, 
To puniſh me cannot have too much paſlion ; 
I ſhould be happy it I could augment it, 
And haſten fo my death from her faire hand. 
ELVIRA. | 
Cimena's at the Court, bath'd in her tearcs, 
And will returne thence with much company, _ 
For heavens fake flie : what will mens cenſures ſay 
If y* arediſcover'd here ? they muſt report 
Cimena t have receiv'd into her houſe 
Thr Aflaſlin of her father. Harke, the comes, 
Tr is her voice : at leaſt, Rodcrigo, 
To ſave her reputation, hide your [clte. 


SCENE 


& HE C70, 
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SCENE II, | 


D. SANCHO. CIMENA. FLVIRA. 


D. SANCHO: 

Madame, never thinke of any other 

Bur bloudy ſacrifices: your anger*s juft 
And your gricfc lawfull, for my part Madame 
Ile neither goc about to pacjhe 
Or comfrr you ; but if my preſent ſervice 
Canbeofutets you z imploy my Sword 
To cut our your xcvenge; from your commands 
My hcart takes courage, and my arme its ſtrength, 

| CIMENA.. 
O me unfortunate ! 
Aadame accept my ſervice. 
| CIMENA. 
I ſhall offend the King then who has promis'd 
jo doe me [uſtice. 
D. SANCHO. 
Bur you know,juſtice | 
Is ſo flow pac'd and Janguiſhing, that ſcldome 
It overtakes the crime ; the wrong was done 
By th'{word, then ler a Cavalier revenge it | __ 
By the ſword againe : Ir is the readicſt way. 
, _ CIMENA: 

'Tis the laſt remedy, bur if it muſt 
Arive at that, and this your noble pitty 
Of my misfortunes doe continue with you , 
I ſhall then give you the freedora you defire. 


D. SANCHO. 


- of Tragicomedy. 


D.SANGHO. 
Tr is the onely happinefle I wiſh, 
So having hopes to ſ{ce*t, I take my-leave. 
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SCENE 11T. 


CiMENA ELvVIRA 


CIMENA, 


T Jength I find I'me free to open to thee 
The fadnefie of my foule, and to give way 
ro my deep ſighs, which elſe would tifte me, 
My fathers dead, Eluzra, the firſt ſword 
T hat Roderigo us'd has cut his thred, 
Weepe, weepe mine cyes, melt into reares my braine 
Halfe of my life, the other halfe has ſlaine, 
And ty*s me to reyenge on what is le fr, 
T hat part of which by this I am bereft, 


ELVIRA, 
Quier your ſelfe, ſweer Madame. 
CIMENA. + 


How unkitly 

Thou bid*ſt me to be quiet, when at once 

I muſt bewaile my Jofle, and thihand that maee it, 

Or what is't I can hope for in this life 

But rorments, neere to be redres'd by tine, 

It loving th*Aurthor, I purſue the crime. 
ELVIRA. 

Can you then love the man that kitl'd your Father ? 
CIMENA. 

Love him, Elyira ? more than that I adore him, 


My love ſtands up againſt the ſenſe, I ſhould haye p 
| O 


«EU, 


Of a ſlaine father, and would quite o're-bcare it. 
I inde my lover in mine enemie, 
And ſpight of all my anger, in my heart 
Roderigo makes his part good *gaink my father 2: 
Yer though my loye has. theſe advantages, 
' Fle not adviſe with it abour my duty, ' 
Nothing is dearer to me than Roderigo, 
My heart would take his part, but then my honour 
Tels mc I had a father, which he flew. 

| " ELVIKA. 
Bur doc you meane to proſecute him, Madam ? 

| C1lMENA. 
O cruell meaning ! cruell proſecution ! 
To which me forc'd. I aske his head, and yer 
Feare to obtaine it. I would ha him puniſh'd, 
And yet my dcath, I know, muſt wait on his. 

ELVIRA. 
Fie, Madam, quit this tragicall defigne, 
Be mor fo crucll to your ſelfe. 

| CIMENA, 
Shall I ſee 


My father die berwcene my armes ? his bloud 
Crying vengeance to me, and ſhan't I heare him ? 
Shall my heart thinke, becauſe *cis charm'd by love, 
Thar nothing's due unto a fathers death 
Bur childiſh teares ? or ſhall I ſuffer love 
To ſteale into my heart,and thruffout honour ? 
ELVIRA. 

Beleeve me, Madam, you may well be pardon'd, 
If you preſerve unto your ſelfe a man 
You cannot paralcll, and one you tove. 
Y*have done enough to ha* beene with the King, 
Ne're preile it farther, be not obſtinarec, 

| CIMENA. 
Then is my glory loſt ; no, it behoves 
I be reveng'd, {ITN 

ELVIR? 


A Tragicomedy, 
ELVIRA. 
But you love Roderigo, 
He can't diſpleaſc _ 
CIMENA, 
No I'le ſcare hecan't. 
ELVIRA. 
Theſe things confider'd, Madam, what can you FIR 4 
CIMENA. 
To ſave mine honour, and to put an end: 
Toall my griefes at once, I am reſoly'd 


Firſt to purſue him untodeath, and then 
Fodie my lelfe. 
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SCENE 1V, 


R ODERIGO tothem, 


RODERIGO. 


O ſave the rrouble of 
Purſuing me, behold I'me here before you, , 
Glut your ſclfe with the pleaſure of my death, 
CIMENA. 
Whar place is this, E/wvira ? who is this ? 
Roderigo in my houſe ! before my face ! 
RODERIGO. 
+ ar not my bloud, bur taſte the ſweetnefle of 
My death, and your revenge, withoutrecſiſtance, 
CIMENA, 


: RODERIGO, 
Heare mie Crmena, 


Aye me ! 


CIMENA, 


1 he Cid, 


CIMENA. He od 
F dyc. 
RODERIGO. 
A word 
CIMENA. 
Away and Iet me dye. 
RODERIGO. 
And afrerwards 
Make me no anſwer bur with this my ſword. 
CIMENA. 
That ſword be fmear'd with th*bloud of my dead father, 
RODERIGO. 
My Cimena | 
CIMENA. 


Fye, take away that object 
Which to myne eyes upbraids thy crime,and life. 
RODERIGO. 
Looke on it rather to increaſe thy hate 
T*excite thine anger, and to ſpeed my death. 
CIMENA. 
"Tis dy'd in my owne bloud. 
RODERIGO. 
Plunge i it in mine, 
And make it loſe the colour ſo of thine. 
CIMENA. 
Whar cruelty is this, which in one day 
Father and daughter both deprives of life, : 
One by the ſward, the other by the fight ? 
Remove that objec of my hate, thy ſword, 
Thou would'ſt be heard ofher thou mean't ro kill, 
| RODERIGO. 

I doc obey, yet with the ſame dc fire 
To dye by thee. For from my affc&tion 
Never expe a cowardly repentance 
Of a good action, the box o'th care 
Thy father gave, dithonor'd mine, thou know F 

oy 


A T ragicomedy. 


How home that touches any man of ſpirir, 

1 thar'd in the affront and went to ſecke - 

The Author, having found him I reveng'd 

Mine and my farhers honor : wer*t to doe 

Againe I'de do't, yet thinke not bur thy love 

Held out againſt my father, and my ſelfe, 

A combar long enou BN, and made me doubt 

Whether I ſhould diſpleaſe thee or fit down 

By th' injury receav'd. I held my hand 

And blam'd my ſelfe for roo much violence? 

And without doubt thy beaury had o're ſway'd, 

Had I nor caſt in ballance, that a man 

Dithonor'd never could be worthy thee, | 

Thar ſhe who lov'd me when my fame ſtood clearc, 

Would hate me, ſtain'd with infamy. 'Tis truc, 

I did thee an affront, and tis as true 

[ ought to doc it both to ſave my honor 

And merit thee. Bur having thus acquitted 

My father and my ſelfe, tis onely you 

'That I now come to ſatisfie, and make 

A preſent of my bloud. I know the thought 

Ota ſlaine father, armes thy hate againſt mee, 

Nor will I rob thee of thy ſacrifice 

Here , offer to the blood already ſhed _ 

The blood of him, that glories to bave ſhed it, 
CIMENA. 

True Roderzgo, (though thine encmy) - 

Thar thou did'ſt ſhun diſgrace, I cannot blame thee, 

And whatſocyer face my griefes put on 

I not accuſe thee, but my owne misfortune. 

I know what honour, after ſuch an our rage, 

Dewaund's of any brave and generous ſpirit. 

T hou cid'ſt thy duty bur in docing it | 

Thou rYaughr'ft me mine. The ſame regard thou had (& 

To vindicate thine owne, and fathers honor 

Fall's now on me,and the mere Caffli& me l 


Of 


_— thy <_—_ IR - 


{ne (14, 

Of thee I muſt require, whatI have loſt ; 
Ir is thy intereſt makes me deſpaire , 
Had any other hand, or {ad misfortune 
Depriv*d me of my farther, I had found 
My comfort in thy ſight, the onely charme 
. Againſt my grietes: When by ſo, deare a hand 

My teares had beene wip'd off : but now I muſt 
Loſe him and thee roo, and what's more cruell, 
I'me bound my ſelfe to labour thy deſtru&ion, 
For never looke from my affeQion 
The leaſt reſentment for thy puniſhment ; 
For though our love would ſpeak in favour of thee, 
Mine honour yer muſt goe as high as thine ; 
Thou in my wrong ſhewd'ſt thy ſelte worthy me, 
1 in thy:death will appeare worthy thee. 

RODERIGO. 
Never deferre then longer what your honour 
Requires of you. Irdemands my heal, 
To ſtay tilljuſtice give*t you, will delay 
As well your glory, as my puniſhment. - 
I ſhall dic happy, dying by your hand. 
E IMENA. —_ 
Away, I'me thy accuſer, nor thy heads-man, 
Is fit for me to rake the head thou offer'ſt * 
*Tis of another that I muſt obtaine ir ; 
I muſt purſue thy crime, not puniſh it. 
RODERIGO. 
Though love ſpeake torhee in my favour, yet _ 
The brav*ry of thy minde ought ro anſwer mine, 
Whichtruſt me (my Cimera) cannor be, 
If to revenge thou borrow?ſt other hands. 
For my revenge I us'd none bur my owne, 
And thou for thine, muſt uſe thy hand alone. 
CIMENA. 

Cruel! ! ro be ſoobſtinare in this, 


Lf without helpetbon didſt revenge thy ſlfe, Why 
ho . . 


A Tragicomedy, 
Why do'ſt thou offer't me? Fle follow thee, 
My courage is too great to lct thee beare 
The leaſt part in my glory, neither ſhall 
Mine, or my fathers honour ſtoop fo low 
As to thy love, or thy deſpaire to owe. 
 RODERIGO. 
Hard point of honour ! can'I by no way 
Obrainethis grace ? punith me inthe name }. ' 
Of thy dead tarher, or our deareſt loye, 
_ Either do't in revenge, orelſe in pity. 
*Twill to thy lover prove a gentler, fate, _ 
Todle thus by thy hand, than to live with thy hate, 


CIMENA. 
Away, I hate thee nor. eo 
RODERIGO, 
Thou ought ro hare me. 7 
CIMENA'. 
I can't. 
RODERTGO. 


Bur fear*ſt thou nor the blame and ſcandall 
Which men will raiſe,when they ſhall know my crimeg 
And-the continuance of thy love ; no, rather 
Force *urmm to Hence, and without more words, 
By my death give thy reputation life, 
. CIMENA. 
Ir will live berter, if I letthee live ; 
T'le ha* the voice of the moſt blacke mourh'd envie 
Admire my glery, and pitty my hard ſufferings, 
When they thall know,that though I love thy perſon, 
I proſecute thy crime, Gue Roderrgo, 
And let the darkneffe of the night conceale 
Thy parting hence, mine honour cannot runne 
A greater hazzard, than if men ſhall know 
Thar I have kept thee company fo long, 
RODERIGOQ, | 
?Tis death to hears this, ; | 
ft YT CIMENA, 


4ye ca, 

C1lMENA, 
AWAay. | 
RODERIGO, 
Bur what, are you rcloly'd to doe. 

CIMENA. 


* Spighr of this loving fire which would reſtraine 
T hat of my anger, | ſhall doc my beſt 
 Tohave full vengeance for my fathers deathy 
And yertin {| pight of this ſo cruell honor, 
My dehire is to have my deſires croſt, 
RODERIGO., 
O miracle of love ! 
CIMENA. 
Bur heap'd with griefes, 
| RODERIGO. 
Hew many teares will theſe our fathers coſt us ? 
CIMENA. 
Who would ha' thought ir Koderige ? 
Who RODERIGO. 
Cimena would ha'ſaid it ? 


CIMENA. 

That our joyes 

Should be ſo nigh us and ſo quickly loft. 

RODERIGO. 

And that ſo neere the Port a ſuddaine Rerme 

Should ſhipwrack all our hopes. 

CIMENA, 

Goe Roderigo, 

And thinke I cannot, dare nor, heare xhee longer, 

 RODERIGO. 

I oc then to draw our a dying life, 

Till thy purſuit ſhall bring it toan end. 
CIMENA, 

IfI obtaineth'effeR, I ſadly vow 

Not to draw breath one minute after thee, 


Adicu, and have a care thou be not ſcenc. 
SCENE 


A T raqtcomedy, 
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D.D1itxc6o.D.Roprerico. 


D. DIEGO. 


4 T length I ſec what all my induſtry 
Could not effect,chance offers to me, this 
Muſt be my Sonne. Roderigo, bleſt be Heaven 
T hat gives me lcave to ſce thee. 
RODEO 


Ay mc! 
D. DIEGO. 

Doe not confound my joyes with theſe ſad accents, 
Bur give me leave to praiſe thy early Valour, | 

Which ſhewes the-noble ſtock fron which thou ſprang'ft 
The firſt ſtroke of thy ſword, has equall'd all 
That mine could doc, and thy brave yourhFfull ſpirir, 
_ reach'd the glory of thy Anceſtors. 

Prop of my age, and fulnelle of my joy, 
Touch theſe white hayres,whoſe honor thou haſt ſav'd, 
Come kifle this cheeke ; and view the place which thou * 
Bcing attfronted, reſc ud'ſt from diſgrace, 

" RODERIGO. 

The honor's due to you, heaven be my wirneſſe 
That comming from you,l could doc n» Ilefle, 
I hold my ſelfe moſt happy, that the firſt 
Tr:all of my poore valour thould pleaſe him 


Towhom I owe my life, but in thele pl;aſures 
Hayc 


Y OY” 
— YA 


£ 1/6 LO, 


Have not ajealouſic of me, becauſe 
After you, I dare fatishe my ſelfe 
Give me leave to deſpaire ; *ris all I aske. 
Let not your praiſc bother me out of thar. 
D. DIEGO. 

T;”, from ſo brave a beart baniſh this weaknefle, 
1 hinke there are Miſtrifles cnough ith* world, 
But no more than one honour ; love, is but 
A little pleaſure, honour is a duty. 

2 RODERIGO. 
\Whar ſay you, Sir ? 

| D. DIEGO. 
That which thou oughrſt to knoyr. 
R ODERIGO. 
Would you then ſhame me with inconſtancy, 
A coward Soldier, ad a verur'd Lovtir, 
Ruz the ſame courſe of infamyalike, 
CannotlT be thought generous unlefle 
I be perfidious. Alas my bonds 
Arc too faſt ty'd, to be ſo ſoone undone 
- And fince I can nor have, nor leave my love, 
The death 1 meane to {ecke is my beſt comfort, 
D. DIEGO. 

This is no time to ſecke our death. Thy King, 
Thy Country needs thy aid, the Fleet wee tear'd 
Fhar enter*d on the River, is now ready 
To take the Ciry by ſurpritc + The Moores 
Are come in filence almolt to our wals, 
The Courtis in an uproare, and the people 
Cailro take armes. Noth:ng bur cries are heard 
I'th mid'ſt of theſe calamities, my fortune 
' Has favor'd me {o mach to Ter me ſec, 
Five hundred of my frinds, within my houſe, 
Who hearing of the affront was given me, 
Offer'd their lives to vindicate mine honour, 


Thou haſt prevented them, bur their brave valours 
Wi 


"2 Tragicomedy | 


Will better be imployed againſt the Moores ; 

Goe march ith head of them ; where honour cals thee, 
Impeach the landing of the enemy. 

And if thou muſt ſecke dearh, go: find it therez 

But rather Crown'd with victory returne, 

Ant by thy valour force ev*n Juſtice ſelte 

To pardon, and Ce/a to be filent, 

If thou do'ſt love her, thinke thy comming kome 
A Conquerour, muſt regaine her hearr, or nothing. 
Bur rimc*s too precious to be ſpent in talke, 

I ftay thee in diſcourſe, when thou ſhould'ſt fly, 
Come follow mee ro my houſe : Ler the King ſee 


W hat he has loſt ith* Count, he has found in thee. 
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ACT IV. SCENE I. 


CIMENA. EL VIEIRA. 


Ss 


CIMENA. 
DAD Ur is this true, Ela? artthou ſure ant ? 
AID « ELVIRA. E 


\ How hard it is to beget faith in you, | 

4 

>& When every man extoll's the glorious 
actions | 

Of this young Heros : The Moores before him 

Appear'd, but to their ſhame. They quickly landed, 

Bur quicker was their flight. Three houres fight 

Left ro our men a viQory intire, 

And two Kings priſoners. Their leaders valour 


Could meet with nothing durſt ftand in its way. 
C 2 CIMENA 


Thecrd, 


| : CIMENA. | 
And was'tRoderigo's hand that did theſe wonders. 
| ELYIRA, 
The wwo Kings which he vanquith'd arc his prize. 
CLlMENA. 
Whence could{ thou gather this ſtrange news, Elvira? 
ELVIRA. 
From thoſe who ſound his praiſes up and downe, 
The pcople, who with one voice doc ſalurc him 
Their Guardian Angell,faver of their Countrey, 
CIMENA. 
Hoy docs the King looke, upon this his valour ? 
"4 ELVIRA. 
Roderigo dares not yet appearc in Court, 
ur Don Dzego, in the Conquerours name, 
Has made a preſent of theſe Crowned Caprives, 
. And all he does demand, is, that the Kivg 
\\'ould daigne to {ce the hand that frecd his Country 
| CIMENA. | 
Bur has he gotno wound ? 
ELVIRA. 
| know not that. h 
\\ hy change you colour fo ? reſume your-ſpirits, | 
| CIMENA. 
Let me reſume my anger, which my love 
Has 16 entcebled ; muſt my care for him | 
Make me forget my lelfe 7 peace,peace my Jove, 
And Ict my anger worke ; though he have vanquith'« 
1 wo kings , he has not overcome my duty. 
Theſe mourning habits, where I read my miſcries, 
Are the firſt fruits his valour did produce, 
£ nd though all rongues thould ſpeak in his detcnce 
All objects here doc repreſent his crime. 
veile,Cypres, and theſe blacks ſad memories 
Ofmy dead Father, keepe a little up 
Minc honour gainkt wy pathion, and when Jove q 
0 | }a 


A Tragicomedy, 
Shall ger the power of me, tell my heart ' 
owe aduty to a Father {Jaine. 


E LVI RA 
Be nor tranſported fo; The Infanta's here, 
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INFANTA. CIMENA. LEONORKA 
ELVIRA: 


INFANTA, 


Come not here, Cimmena, with taint comforts 
To plead againſ{tthy gricte, but with fad ſighs 
To mingle with thy teares. 

CIMENA, 

Nay rather, Madame, 

Share in the common joy, and fully taſte 
The happinefle, kind heaven has ſent to you, 

I only am delign' d for grict; the dangers 

From which y*are reſcu'd by Roderigs' shand, 
And all your ſafeties purcha&'d by his armes. 
To me alone bequeath thele teares and ſighs, 
*Tis he has fav d the Citty, ſerv'd his King, 
And onely ruin'd me. 

INFANTA. 
'T is rrue, Cena, 
He has done wonders, 


C3 AcS _. 


The Cid, 


CIMENA. 
Yes the unwelcome newes, | 
Has picrc*d my cares already,I can heare 
How the voyce goes, and that hee's fam'*d no lefle 
A valiant Souldicr, than a Jucklefle lover. 
| INFANTA. 
How comes this newes to be unwelcome to you? 
Was not the man they prais'd your ſervantonce? 
And had not he your heart ? in honouring him 
They honour much your choiſe. 
CIMENA. 


I nceds muſt ſay 
His honours are bur due, and yer ro me 
Each p raiſe of him, is a new puniſhment, 
For I can't cheſe but know how great my loſle is, 
Finding the value of the thing I Joſe 
The more his merit, and my love increaſes, 
The more my duty gets advantage of me, 
And i{pight of my aftectian puts me on 
To protecy re his crime; \ 
INFANTA. 
Bur will you, Madam, 
Beleeve the counſcll of a faithfull friend. 
| CIMENA. 
Not to obey you were a fn unpardenable. 
INFANTA. 
Though yeſterday purſuing your revenge, 
You did {o much thar all the Court admir'd 
Your hcight of ſpirir, and bewaild your love; | 
Yer the ſame way is not now to be taken. 
Roderigo's now the onely hope and ftay 
Ofall Caſtile. The rerrour of the Mores. 
His yalour has rcſtor'd us wha: before 
It tooke away, inhim your father ſecmes 
To live againe, and in a word purſning 
His death, you goe about the publicke ruine, 


What: 


A Traqicomedy, 


Whar 2? to revenge a father, is it lawfull 

To give your Country up to its Enemies ? 

And are we to be puni{h'd for his fault 2 

I ay notthis, that I would have you marry 

The man yare bound to proſccure. I'de rather 

You thould avoid that envy, and deprive 

Him of your love, butnot us of his life, 

CIMENA. 

Ah, Madam, give my ſpirit its full courſe, 

Though my heart make a faction againſt me, 

Though he be lav*d by the King, ador'd by th' people, 

Though he be compalſs'd with the ſtoureſt Souldicrs, 

Ile overwhelme his Laurel, wittrmy Ciprecfle. 
INFANTA. : 

I muſt confefle, iris a marke of ſpirit _ 

To profecure the lite you lov'd ſo dearely, 

Yerl1 thould rhinke, it were more noble far 

Togive up to the ptthlick intereſt 

The private ones of bloud. For credit me, 

C!exa, *rtis enough, to leave to love him : 

Banith him from your heart and he will find 

A heavy puniſhment. Your Countries good 

Requires this, beſides you muſt not thinke 


The King ſhould grant you your requeſt, 


7 


CIMENA. 
He may. 
Refuſe we if he pleaſe, burT muſt ſpeake. 
INFANTA. 


Conſider well, C:ena, what it is 
You goe abour, and thinke of it at leaſure. 


C 4 SCENE 


The Cid, 


* 
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KING. D.DIEGO. D.ARIAC. 
D. RODERIGO. 


KING. 


Hou brave deſcendent of a noble race, 
7 Who have been ſtill ſupporters of my kingdome, 
Who's yalour the firft proote of thine has equall'd) 
_ My power 1s too narrow for thy merit, 
Totice thy Country of ſo rude a foc 
As are the Moores , before my ſclte could give 
Order for their repulle, is ſuch ana 
As tlics beyond all thought of recompence. 
Bur thc two captiv'd Kings which thou haſt taken, 
Shall give thee thy reward, they bor!: have nam'd thee 
Their CID before me ; which in the; rongue ſounds 
As much as Lord in ours, and this faire title 
I will not envy thee; from henceforth be | 
- Their CID,that at thy name the Moores may tremble, 
And thatmy Subje&s hearing it may know 
Thy valuc, and how much to thee I owe, 


. RODERIGO. 


Let not your Majeſty confound your ſervant 
With roo much ſhame, to ſer fo high a priſe 
Upon {o poore aſervice I muſt bluſh 


To {ce {uch honour done {o flender merit. is 
} 


A 1Tagicomeay, 


My debt to you, Sir, and my Country is 
The bloud I live by, and the aireI breath ;_ 
Andwhenl loſe *um for fo faire an obje&, 

I doe, Sir, but the dury of a Subject. 


KING, 


Few of thoſe whom their duty binds to ſerve we, 
Can ſo acquit themſelves, as thou haſt done, 
Sutfer then thy juſt praiſes, and ar full 

Relate the ſtory of thy Vifory, 


RODERIGO.. 


Sir, you have heard how in this urgent danger, 
Which pur the City in fo great a tumulr, 

A company of my triends met at my fathers, 
Mov'd me to goc upon this enterprize, - 
Burl crave pardon of your Majcſty: 

For daring to imploy *um without leave, 

The danger was.at hand, So were my friends z 
The hazard of my head, made me I durſt not 
Appeare at Corr, and I had rather: loſe 

My life in the defence of the whole State, 
Than give it up unto Cxzen's plaints, 


KING. 


I muſt excuſe the heat of thy revenge, 

The Stare defended ſpeakes in thy defence, 
Hencetorth C:mea moves me but in vaine, _ 
Whom if I heare tis but to give her comtore z 
Bur on wita you r relation, 


RODERIGO. . 


i 


Linder me x on 

This troop adyanc'd with ſuch a confidence, 

And {o good order, that where ere they paſs'd 

They ditfus'd coyzage through the lookers on, | 
Es 22 *"G:4 | Which 
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Which ſo much moy'd um rhar alchough at firft 
We number'd bur five hundred, ere we reachr 

The Port, we were increas'd into three thouſand, 
Two thirds of theſe when I ariv'd, I hid 

Itrh* botrom of our ſhips, which there I found, 

The reſt,whoſe number every houre increas'd, 

Lay cloſe to the ground, and in deep lilence paſt 
The greateſt part of that faire night away. 

To th' guard I gave commaund to doe the like, 
Afhrming ſtourly that I had your order, 

For what I did. Arlength the glimmering ſtar light 
Made us diſcover thirty ſaile comming up 
With full ride, for the {wolne Seca at once 

Powr'd both ir ſelfe, and them into our Haven, 

We let *um paſle diſcovering none of 1s 

1th haven, or the wals, and this our filence 

Made them ſo confident of our ſurpriſe, 

Thar preſently they landed, fiercely running 

To meet the ruine which awaited them. 

Then roſe we up, having recciv'd the fignall 
' From thoſe within our ſhips; 

Who ſtarting up in armes, did ſo confound 

The Moores, that they were frighted ere halfe landed. 
They came to pillage, butthey met with War 
ArSca and Land, we bore *um down before us, 
Many we flew ith' place before they could 

call into ranke or make the leaſt refiitance, ' 

When ſudainly in ſpight of our endeayours, 

Their Princes rally'd their diſperſed troops, 
- And froma ſhame they felr, ro dye fo ramely, _ 
They rooke new courage, and reitor d.their ranks, 
With their ſwords drawne, making their fight on foot,, 


| _ _Thenfcll the braveſt of our Souldiers 


- Mixtwith their Captains, the land, the warer, 

Their Fleet, our Haven, feem'd a feild of ſlaughter . 

Where deathdid ancly rriumph ; blood, and darkneflc 
= - | Gorers.. 
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Cover'd the place ; what had their valour beene, 
Who fought thus in the darke, had they been ſcene, 
1, on all tides encourag'd our own men ; 

Some I made fall upon the foe, and others 

I kept from falling trom us, thoſe that came 

I rang'd in order, put *urz on the places 

Which they were to make good ; but what was done 
We nad no meanes to know,'*rill the firſt light 
Shew'd us our victory, and their loſle. 
They fceing a new ſupply come to qur aide, 

Fled now more fiercely, than before they fought. 
They gor into their ſhips, and cut their cables, 
Diforderly retreating, and not mindi 

Whether their Kings retir'd or ſtay'd behind, 
Feare more eratling , made them loſe their duty. 
They came in with the flood, and with the cbb. 

They went away. In the meane time their Kings, 
And ſome few of their men ingag*d amongſt us, 
Sold their lives deare enough ; I bid*um yeeld, 

Bur while they had a Sword to fight, they would nor, . 
T ill ſeeing their Souldiers fall abour their feer 

And that alone they muſt defend them ſelves, 

They ask*'d who was ourleader, I was nam'd, 

They yeild themſelves tome. So was this Battaile 
Ended for want of men to fight it our. | | 
And thus, Sir, when we are about your ſeryice 


To them 


D. ALONSO. 


D. ALONSO. _ 
Sir,kere*s (12:84 come tg aske you juſtice, 
KING. » 
Whatfhall 1 dos ? I would gothave hg ce thee, þ 
Pf 7 


[be Cid, 


In ſtead of thankes I muſt diſmiſle thee from me, 
ut cre thou leav'ſt the Court, returne againe 
Unto thy Kings embraces. 


D. DIEGO. 


"Tis frange,ſhe ſhould 
Purſuc the man thus, whom ſhe faine would ſave. 


KING. 


I'me told ſhe is in love with him. Þle try, Cimena ent © 


Make ſhew as you were ſad.” Ar length Cimena, 
Content your ſelf,for your defires have met 

Wirth their ſuccefle, Though Roderigo's valour. 

Ha'gort the better of the Moores. Himſclfe 

Has perith? d with the wounds he there receiv'd, 

- Give thankes ro heaven that has givenyou vengeance; 
Her colour's chang'd already. 


D.DIEGO. 


Burt, Sir, marke 
Her twoundings,and by them how ſhe Þctrayes . 
The ſecrets of her Soule, _ ſhe loves him, 


Is Roderigo deatthen ? 
| ' "+ ms NG. 
No, no, he lives, |; | 
And ſtill remaines thy true, and conſtant lover, 
Thou thalr cnjoy him, take thy mirth againe, 


CIMENA. 


Sir, we as often faint with-Joy as ſadnefle, 
And when excelle of that ſurprizcs us, 
3t ſoone confounds our ſenſes. 


| KING. . 
Thou woultTfaine © | 
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That to do thee a courteſie we ſhould _ 
Belceve impoſſibles ; but here thy ſadneſle 
Has thew'd it {elte roo plain. 


CIMENA;: . 


Well, Sir, you may 
* Adde this too, if you pleaſe, to my misfortunes, 

And call my ſwoundings the etfe&s of gricte, 

I muſt confeſle. _1 grievca to ſee my lelte 

Rob'd of the lite I fie for. Ithe dye 

Of wounds he has receiv'd for *'s Countries good, 

My vengeance is loſt, and my defignes betray'd, 

I aske his death, bur not a glorious one ; 

I would not have him dye ith* bed of honour, 

Burt ona Scaffold, that his.name may ror, 

And his memoriall perifb, *'Tis no ſhame 

To lay lI love his victory, by ic. 

He has aflur'd the State, and render'd mac 

A noble ſacrifice, in ſtead of Flowers 

Crown'd with viorious baics,and ſuch a one, 

As I'de have offer'd to my Fathers ghoſt. 

But why, alas, am I tran{ported fo? 

Kodcrigo needs not feare what I can doe. 

What can a Virgins teares defpis*d and ſcorn'd, 

Your Kingdome is to him a place of tree 

Security, and he ſhall triumph over me Ne 
As'ore his encmies, the bloud oth' Moores 15 
Shall choake up Juſtice here, which muſt bc made 

A Trophee tothe Vifors crimes ; Whilett I o 
Amongſt the reſt, adorne his vitory, = E þ 


KING. 


Sweet hearty are too much hurr?d with your paſſiogs. . 

We, when we render [uſtice ule to caſt 

E ach thing in ballance, no k1 _ | 
gaye the ak CAGC 

Thy Fatbgr, buthe gave Ws full guenc Equir 


The Cd, 
Equity binds me then, to ſhew ſome ſweetneſſe 
To :lc tuft injur'd. But before thou accuſe him, 
Aske counſaile of thy heart. Of which hee&s maſter, 


I me ſure thy love,tecretly thankes thy King, 
Wholc favour keepes ſo brave a Lover for thee, 


CIMENA. 


tor we! my Enemy the Author of | 

My miſcrics, the murderer of my father. 

{- 1 y Jutt luite fo lighted chat I'me thought 
© v0 oolig'd becaule I am nor heard ? 

> ::, ſince my teares cannot obtaine ir of you, 
' ci th2 ſword, I beſecch you, give mejuſtice 
y that me injurd and by that I crave 

To be reveng'd. Ofall your Cavaliers 

I :5ke his head, to him that brings it me, 
As ro the Conquerour I give my ſelfe, 
7he Combat ended,he ſhall be my husband, 
This, I beſcech your Majeſty may be publith's 
By your authority. | | 


| KING. 
This Countries euſtome, - 


More ancient than good, under the coleur 


 {r is more pretious to me,than fo flightly 


Of puniſhing unjuſt atremprs, has rob'd 
The ſtate of its beſt Souldi:rs,and often, 
T ze ſuccefle does not anfwer the intent, . 
The guilty ſcape, and kill the innocent ; 
I muſt diſpenſe with Roderigo's bloud, 


be ae. 


7 © be expos'd to hazard,though his ſpirit 
Forc'd him to doe an outrage, yet in freezn 


His Country from the Moores, h'has freed himſe!fe. 


D. DIEGO. 


Hoy, Sir, for him muſt you reverſe your lawes, 
Which 


, e- s 

A Tragicomedy. 
Which have ſo often been obſery*d:what will _ 
The people, or the rongue of envy lay , | 
Hearing he lives by your protection? 
And that it only ſerves him for a colour 
To hide his cowardiſe. Theſe arc favors,Str , 
Which bring dithonor,witt'um to the takers, 
The Count durſt doc a wrong,my Sonne durſt puniſh, 

- Let him maintaine the honour hee has won. 


KING. 


Since you will have it ſo, let it be done, 
Burt if Roderigo be expos'd toall _ 
Thar will come in to fg for ſuch a prizeg, 
He muft be ſure to want no <nemics. 
1 will have onely one t'incounter aim. 
Chooſe whom you will, C:#zena, and chooſe wiſcly, 
Bur after this, urge me to nothing farther. 
D.SANCHO. 
An't pleaſe your Majeſty to ler the liſts 
Be opencd, I ſhall be th undertaker ; 
Madam, you know your promiſe, I beſeech you 
Let me obtaine the grace to be your Champion, 
KING. | - 
Whar ſay you,Cimena,ſhall he be the Man? 
CIMENA. 
Sir, I have promifed him. 


KING. 
Be ready than to morrow. 


D. DIEGO. 


Defer it not ſo long, Sir; 
A man of courage 1s at all times ready- 


KING . 
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as 
| KING. 
Shall he no ſooner be returned from one, . 
Bur he muſt enter on another hght? 
M0 D. DIEGO. 
He has tane breath, Sir, in recounting it, 
KING. 


Houw ere, an houre or two ler him repoſe, 
Bur leſt I ſhould be thought ro countenance 
Proceedings of this bloudy nature, neither 


My ſelfe nor any of my Court thall ſee it verform'd, | 


Doe you leoke to it, and take care that both 
Freſent themſelves, as befirs men of armes, 
The Combat done, bring me the Conquerout, 
I meanc my {cltc to give him to Cirmena, 


CIMENA. 
That were impoſe too hard a law upon me. 


KING. 


Thy love dares not avow this thy complaint, 
It Roderrgs conquer, thou muſt have him, 
Never diſpure my ſentence or repine, 
Whoerc is Victor, I will make kim thinc, 


$ 
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ACT.V. SCENE E 


D.R ODERIGO, CIMENA, 


CIMENA. 


ST. Rat Roderigo, in the open day ! 
A J&& Whence comes this boldnefle ? doe y 
A\ \V A meane t undoe | 
» Mce, and mine honour? Fy, retire your 
ſclfe. 


RODERIGO. 


Madame, I gae to dye, and therefore come 

Þcfore my death, to take my laſt farewell, 

My love does owe you this : and my thrall'd heart 

Dares not depart your Kingdome without leave. 
CIMENA. 


You goe todye ? 
| RODERIGO., 
Nay, more,l run ; as ſoone 
As 1 have rane my Jeave, the Count's reveng'd, 
CIMENA. 
. You gogtodye ! And is Don Saxcho then 
A man fo terrible, thar you need feare him ? 
Who has made you ſo weake ? or him ſo valiant ? 
Roderigo gocs to hight, and thinkes himlclte * 
Alrcady dead, He that nor tear'd the Moores, | 
"ur 


The Cid, 


Nor yet my Father, going ro encounter 
Dot Sancho, tremblcs at it. Does your ſpirit 
Fayle you at greateſt need ? 


RODERIGO. 


*'Tis not to the Combar 
That I goe now, bur to my punithment. 
For when you lecke my death,my loyecannot 
Defend a life agatatt you. My heart is ſtill 
The ſame, but nor my arme, when it ſhould guard 
That which diſpleaſes you. This night already 
Had beene my Jaft, if for wy private quarrel 
The fight had beene : Bur &nce 'twas for the King, 
His People, and my Countrye, had I left | 
My ſelfe defenceleile, I'de betray'd them all ; 
I muſt confele, I did not hate my life 
So much as with falſe rreachery to part from't. 
Now, fince no intereſt bur mine owne is in it, 
And you demaund my death, I accepr your ſentence, 
For which y have made choiſe of another hand. 
(Ir ſeemes I not deſerv'd todye by yours) 
I ſhall not goe to exchange blow, for blaw, 
1] owe him more reſpe& that fights for you 
. And fince it is your honour which hee fights for, 
I'!e open him my breſt, in his, adoring | ; 
Your hand, from which Vle welcome my dcſtruction, 


.CIMENA, 


If the juſt violence of a farall duty, 

Which makes me to purſue thee *gainſt my vill, 
Preſcribe unto thy love ſo hard a law, 

That thou wilt not defend thy ſelfe *gainſt him 
That fights for me. Take head leaft thou forger 
T hat both thy lite, and g'ory fall together, 

And howſocver Rodertgo has liv'd 

Bcing flaine, he will be thought a vanquiſht man. 
oe Honouc 
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Honour was dearer once then I was to you, 
When in my Fathers bloud you imbru'd your hands,, 
It made you then in ſpight of your affetion 

* Renounce the hope of ere injoying me z 

Bur now you value at ſo little that 

You care not who it is that conquers you. 

Sec how unſeaſonable your vertue is, 

Why were you valiant once & are not now ?. 
Were you {o onely to doe me an ourrage ? 
Orwill you be ſocruell ro my father, 

That having conquer'd him, you will ſubmit . 
Your ſelfe to any hand. No Roderrgs 

Defend thy honor,though thou fiighrthy lite, | 


RODERIGO. 


Mine honor cannot need any defence 

More than it has already. He that could 

Defeat the Moores,and kill the Count of Gormar, 
Has not an enemy befides to feare, 

No, no, Roderigo know*s what ere you thinke, 
How in this fight to die and ſave his honour, 

Thar none ſhall dare to thinke he wanted courage, 
Onely they le ſay he did adore C:mend. 

He would not live, having deſerv'd her hate, 
How he gave way unto the cruell fare 

which forc'd his Miſtreſſe to purſue his death. 
Shee ask @his head, and his great heart concciv'd 
He ſhould commir a crime, it he deny'd ic. 
T'acquirt his honour he renourcc'd his love, 

T acquit his Miſtrefle he renounc'd his life. 

Thus ſhall you ſee my glory in this Combar 
Shine more than cre it did. My willing death 
Shall have this honour, that no Man bur 1 


Could for the wrong done to you ſatisfy. |; 
CIMENA» 


«a 
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CIMENA. 


Since nor thy love, nor honour can prevaile 
1o hold thee from thy ruine, deare Koderzgo, 
It ere 1 loy'd thee, I conjure thee now 
Todoe thy beſt, if for no other end 

To tree me from Don Saxcho, let me not 

Be given upto th obje& of my loathing. 
Whar ſhall I ſay more ? goe defend thy felte, 


| Andif thy love be nor congeal'd to ice, 


Be Victor where Cimena is the price, 
Adicu ! this laſt word makes me bluſþ for ſhame. 


RODERIGO: 


| Is there an Enemy no'v, that I can feare ? 


Moores, and C aſtilians, or what cre you be, 


Whom Aragon, or Spaine thinkes valiant, 


Appeare, and make one army of your ſelves, _ 
My ſoule encouraged thus ſhall throw me on you. 
For ſo Fveer hopes, what is't I dare net meet with ? 
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SCENE IL! 
INFANTA. LEONORA. 


INFANTA, 


S it to me you come now Leg1or4 ? 
LEONORA. 
Madame, I come to teſtihe the joy 
I tcelc, to lee your heart at reſt. 
INFANTA. 
iy heart? 
Can rcſt come to a heart that's 61d with griefes ? . 
LEONORA. 
If love doc live on hope, and dye with ir, 
Roderige cannot trouble you any longer, 
You know the Combar where he is ingag'd 
By his Ciera, there he muft or dye, 
Or be.her husband, but what ever happen , 
Whether he live, or dye, your hope 1s dead, 
| INFANTA. 
 Buthgw canſt thou affure me 1t 1s dead, 
If upon thele conditions Koderigo 
Doe entertaine the Combar, have not I 
Inventions enough to breaks ir off? 
Love 


, 


{1Hectra, 


Love the ſweer Author of my punifhment, 
\ Cantcach the wits of loyers many flights. 


LEONORA. 


Hope you to breed a diſcontent berween'um, 
Which a Fathers death cannot. Cimerna ſhewes 
By her condutt of this affaire, rhat hate 
Cauſes not her purſuire, 'tis true ſh* has gor 
The Combat graunted, bur to take her part 
Whom has the cholcn, not an expert man, 

Or one already famous for his ations. 
Don Sancho ſcrves her rurne, whotill this time 
-Did never put on armes ; ſhe loves in him 
His ſmall experience. This her ſuddaine choiſe 
Muſt make you ſee, ſhe ſought for ſuch a Combar 
As mighr enforce her duty to be filent, 
And yer affure Roderigo's conqueſt, 


INFANTA. 


I ſee it well enough, and yet my hcarr | 
Strives with Cine/4's,who ſhal moſt adore him, 
Whac had I beſt reſolve on, 'Leonora ? 


LEONORA. 


Madam, bethink your ſelfe of whom yare borne, 
A King, hcav'n owes you, and you love a ſubjcR, 


INFANTA. 
No, no, my thoughts are off from their firſt obje, 


| Tlove not Rederigo 25 a Gentleman, 

Hee that I love now, is the Valiant. CID, 

The Maiſter of two Kings. And yet I meane 

T *orecome my ſc!fe, nor for the feare of blame, 

Bur that I won't diſturbs ſo faire a flame, (nor 

And though they would now crown him, yer I ſhould 

Relſyme the guift which I have giv'n pray ta my 
on 


v 
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Then fince thou ſaiſt Koder/goe s Victory 
Is cerraine, let's goe give him to C:mend. 
And thou that know it how far my love has rung 
Come, ſce me finith what 1 have begin, 
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SCENE 111, 


-CIMENA. ELVIRA. 


CIMENA. 


Hat ſhall 1 do: Elvira? all my hopes 
Are loſt, and I have nothing left but feares, 
I dare not give conſent to my owne withes, 
I'vecaus'd two Rivals to take armes for me, 
Whar ever happens. Sorrow is my lot ; 
For thinke the ory I can of fate obtaine, 
My Father's unreveng'd or lover flainc. 


ELVIRA. 


From both ſides you will find reaſon of comfort, 
Either you have revenge or Koderigo 

How ever deſtiny difpoſes of you 
Ic faves your honour, knd provides ya husband. 

CIMENA. 

What ? the obje& of my hate, or of my anger ? 
Roderigo's, or my Fathers-murderer, 
From this or that, I muſt expe a husband 


Dy'd in the bloud ofhim I held moſt deare, 


1 feare the iflue worle than any death, - | 
Goe 


#4 Cs 
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Goe vengeance, or my love that troubleſt me, 
Thou hait nor ſweers I'me ſure ro make me amends, 
| And thou the powerfull mover of that fate 
- Which docs me all this violence, determine 
This Combar cqually, without advantage, \ 
Thar ncither be the Victor, or the Vanquilkrt, 
ELVIRA. 

Thar were to handle you with roo much cruelty, 

If when the fghr were done, you ſhould be bound 
Anew to demand Juſtice, and neare leave, 

With rigour to purſue the man you love. 

No,. it were bctrer that his unmacch'd valour 
* Should ger him viRory, and ſilence you, 

*And that the King, according to his law * 
"Should force you to comply with your owne wiſhes, 
CIMENA. 
Doeſt thinke though he be Conquerour that I will 
Yeeld my ſelfe his ? my duty is too ſtrong, 
And my lotle over great. He may o'recome 
Don Sancho eafily, bur not ſo ſoone 
The glory of C:zzen7, Though a Monarch, 
Have promi$'d me unto his victory 
Mine honour, {rathcr than Ile be his prizc) 
Shall raiſc him up a thouſand encmies. 
| ELVYIKA. 

\ Take heed, leſt heav*n for this ſtrange pride of your! 
Sutter you not tobe reveng'd at all. : 
What ? meane you ro refulz this happinefle 
That you may when you pleale-fit down with honour? 
What is't you would pretend ? what can you hope ? 
Will your Lovers death reſtore your Father to you 
Or is your Fathers death fo ſmall a miſchicfe, | 
That you'd heape up lofle on loſle,gricfe upon griete. 
Well, doc, continue in this ſtubborne humour, 

You ſcarce deſerve the man they. *ave deſtin'd for yc 


And hcaven'bcing weary of its too much favour, 
| | Is 
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'?n Read of him, will wed you to Don Saxcho. 
CIMENA. 

' The griefes Elvira, I ſuſtaine already, | 

Necd not thy fatall augury to augment *umy 

I would, if poſſible, avoid them both, 

If not, Koderigo has my beft of wiſhes. 

Not that my love inclines me more to him, 

Bur left he fayling, I ſhould be Don Saxcbo's. 

The thought of rhar, makes me to with him well. 

What's this Elvira ? Sce *tis done alrcady, 
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SCENE Iv, \ 


\ 
* 


D. SANCHO. CIMENA. 
ELVIRA. 


D. SANCHO. 


/ A T your fcer, Madame, I preſent this fivord, 
CIMENA. 
Whar thar yer reaking with Roderige's bloud > 
Traytor, how dar'ſt thou come into my fight, 
When thou haſt raviſh'd from me, all I lov'd ? 
Shine now at full my love, thou need'ſt nor feare, , 
My Father's ſatisfh'd. One onely blow, | 

"3s to mine honour giv'n ſecurity, _ 
.. 0 my ſoule deſpaire, to my love liberty, 

, D. S A N C H QO, —_ 
Heare me with better temper. 

X CIMENA, 


a/ar'ſt thou yer : | 
D Spealee 


Vc ia, 


S peake ro me? Ciirſed murderer of that Heros 
Which I doe moſt adore. Goe,thou haſt flaine him 
Perhdiouſly, for otherwiſe that man 
Could never fall by ſuch a hand as thine. 
ELVIRA. 
Bur heare him, Madame. 
ts, CIMENA. 
Whar wouldſt thou have me heare ? 
Can I doubt, when my eyes are ſatished, 
I have obrain'd.the miſchiefe which I ſought for, 
Andy juſt ſuit has had too good ſucceſle, 
| Pardondeare love, its bloudy cruelty. 
Thinke though a lover, yer 1 was a daughter. 
If on thy bloud Lhave reveng'd my Father. 
For thy revengel will exhauſt my owne, 2 
My ſoule has nothing nozs, that ſhould retaine 1ty 
_ Ir ſhall goe after res. aske it pardon. 
And tho! that think'ſt Yobtaine me by his death, 
Diſloyall mitziſter of my cruell fare, | 
Hope nothing at my hands. Thou haſt done me 4 
| No ſervice, onely haſtned on my death. 


| D. SANCHO. , 
'Tis a ſtrange paſſion will nor give me hearing. 


, . CIMENA. .. 
What would'ſt thou have me heare thee, whilſt with 


Thou painvſtour ro me my owne fatall crime , 
» Anddis misforrunes, that thy crucll ſtory 
| May kill mein thy fight. No, lcandye 
Without thy help, My ſoule can find out death, 
inſtructed by no ayd but her owne milchictes, P 
| 


% 


A T ragtcomedy, 
AAA BASALSMRBRABRABRLARARDD 


To them 


TheKING.D.DIEGO.D.ARIAS. 


CIMENA, | 


Ir, I need not now diflemble any longer 
Whar never art of mine could hide from you 
- 1 loy'd,you know, yet ro revenge my Father 
I would proſcribe the head I held ſo deaxe, 
By that your Majeſty might eafi]y ſee, 
+ ] meant my love ſhould give place to my ww" 
In fine Koderigee's dead, His death has chang' 
Her, who was onee his mortall enemy 
+ Toan affiited lover. That revenge 
I ro my Father ought, and to my love 
Theſe teares which now I ſhed ; Don Sancho las 
In caking of my part quite ruin'd me, 
And yer tor doing ſo I'me made his prize, 
Sir, if kind pitty ever mov'd a King, 
Now of your grace revoke this cruell law, 
Thoughhe have ſlaine the man 1 lov'd ſo dearely, 
I le give him all I have for his reward, 
So hewill leave me to my ſelfe, and thar 
I may bewaile (the time I have to live) 
My Father, and my Lover, in a Cloiſter, 
D. DIEGO. + bs 
Now you perceive ſhe loves, Sir, and not thinkes | 
'Tis ſuch a crime Cavow her lawfull love, 
KING. 
Sweet heart miſtake nor, Roderigo Lives 


D z Don 


, 


a 7 are... 
Don Satcho has made thee afalle report, 


D*. SANCHO, P 


Sir, not by me, but by her too much hear 

Shee was deceiv'd : For had ſhe given me leave 

I ſhould have told her, that her noble Lover, | 

When he difarm'd me, bade me baniſh feare, XS» 
For that (fai'd he) Ide rather leave the conqueſt 

Uncertaine, than I'de ſpill a drop of bloud 

Tharvs ventur'd for ({\nena, bur tince I Wo 

Am by my duty calPd to attend the King, 

Qoe you and entertaine her in my ſtead, 

And at her feer offer your life and ſword. + 

Which when I came todoe,the ſword deceiv'd her, 

With which ſeeing me rerurne, ſhe thought that L 

Had beene the Vitor. Preſently her anger 

Betray'd her love, with ſuch impatience 

Thatl1 had not a minutes audience. 

For my part though 1 am a vanquiſh'd man, 

And though the intereſt of my love be great 

Ye: 1 repute my lelfc in this my lofle 

To be a gainer, loving my diſtrefle 

V bich brings ſo faire a flame, ſo good ſuccefle. 


KING, 


You mi{t not be aſham'd of ſuch a love 

- Cimeica, or-ſecke meanes to dilavow it, 

\ Your honour's difingag'd, your duty quitted, 
Your Father ſatisfied ; what would you more? 
Muſt you ſtill put Kederrgo in new danger, 
You ſec heaven otherwile diſpolſes of him. 
And ſince thart it has done ſo much for him, 
Doe you too ſomething for your lelte, and taky 
Him for your husband that I offer you, 

And whom 1 know you love. 


mg 
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A Tragi comedy, 
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E202 BSE ID ICI RL. 
To them 


INFANTA. RODERIGO, 


INFANTA. 


Ome Cimens, 
Drye thy eyes : And receive with a glad heart 
1 has noble Conquerour, from thy Princeflc's hand, 


RODERIGO. 


Great Sir, be not offended if before you, 

» The duty which I owe to love, doe caſt me 

" Here ather feet. I come not to demand 
 Theprize which have won, but once more yet 
To otter you my life. My love ſhall nor 

Or plead the combars law, or the Kings will, 
If all that *s done cannot appeaſe your anger, 
Tell me what meanes is left ro ſatisfie, 

Muſt I encounter yet a thouſand Rivals, 

T ravaile from one end of the Earth ro rh'other 
Or force a Camp my ſelfe, or rout an Army, 
If at length I may expiate my crime, 

- I ſhall atzewpr all this: Bur if your honour 
. Be lill inegorable, and nothing can 


D 3 Appealc 


j 


o, 


{he (tA, 

Appeaſc irbut my death ; Behold my hcad 
I caſt ir ar your feet. Take it your ſelfe, 
And arme no other hand for your revenge, 

Since anc but. yours can doit. Yet let my death- 
Beall my punithment, and let me nor 

Be banith'd from your memory, but ſay 

It any time you call ro mind my paine 

Had he not loy'd me, he had not been ſlaine, 

CIMENA. 

Riſe Roderigo. Sir, I muſt needs ſay 

My love has ſhew'd it ſelfe roo much, fot me 

Now todeny it. Rederigo has | 

Such verrues, as I know not how to hare; 

And you're my King. I cannot but obey you, 

Bur is there here any appearance 0 

A Marriage, if it be, itis a ſadene, 

That one day ſhould begin, and end my mourning, 
Thar having lay'd my Father in lis grase, 

1 ſhould lay KRoderige in my bed: . | 

That were ro hald intelligence with's myrtherer, 

And ſoyle my honour with eternall ſhame. 

KING. 

Time often makes thar lawfull, which at preſent 
$Scemes not tobe ſo. Rederigo,has won thee, 

And his thou muſt be. But though his valour - 

Have made you his, yet I ſhould doe you wrong , 
Se ſoone to give him the reward he fought for. 
Take it you will a yeare, to end your mourning, 

In the meane time Koderigo ſhall rake armes, 

And having under his command my Army, 
Shallcarry back the War unto the Moores 

Which they bronghr hither,tharthey all wa. trembie 
Arthis brave name of C I D, which they have given 
| | (tt cc 
They *ve call'd thee Lord already, and they would 
Make thee their King, Bur let not (Roderies) . 

p.-, | | Tony 


A Tragicome dy. 


Thy great exploits, take off thy loyalty ; 

Recurne, if poſlible, more worthy of her, 

And let thy deeds ſet ſuch a price upon thee, 

That ſhe may court thy Marriage as anhonour., 

RODERIGO. 

For my Cimena, Sir, and for your ſervice, 

V/hat can you bid me doe I wort accqmplil: ? 

And though I hardly can endure her abſence, _ 

Yet are the hopes you give ſufficient happinefle, 
| KING. | 

Rely upon thy valour and my promiſe, 

And noiv thou haſt thy Miſtrefle heart already, 

This point of honour (which is the laſt thing) 

Leg time ©'re come, thy valour,and thy King, 
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His Tragicomedy, called, The 7: 

Lant Cid, tranſlated out of French, 
48 it was acted before the King and 
Queeneart Court, may be printed. 


 HenkyYy HERBERT. 


Jan, 12, 1637. 


1 
CAN CAR 4 
k 
SUUAVIOADUUN > I/ 


Wo, 
50 FEISGPE 
SS Ts SINE Es END £13 £47 CJ PD Ts EIFS £10 


a7 rV7 pa whe ei fc ele et 


Imprimatar. 


Tro. W.yKES: 


FIR 26, 03 


S$ISS 


 $&2&S& 
FEELS? 


I 
DP 


2oS 
PEPEP 


vJ 


4 Ll 


CD 


Cd ee ee es ro 


p 2 \% FY jp 

- Raa_s_ 

REPRODUCED FROM THE C 

| HENRY E. HUNTINGTO 

f : ; — F3 I GE | 
| FOR REFERENCE ONLY. NOT FOR RE 


